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selves in a less barbarous fashion. For, after all,
some feminine splendour still remains to a creature
who wears rings in the cartilage of her nose^ and
whose lip is distended by a circular disc of mahogany
as big as this pomade pot, But the devastation is
complete when woman carries her ravages into the
sacred centre of her empire/'

Dwelling upon a favourite subjects he enume-
rated one by one the deformities of the bones and
muscles caused by the wearing of staysf in terms
now fanciful, now precise, now droll^ now lugubrious.

Nanteuil laughed as she listened* She laughed
because^ being a woman5 she felt an inclination to
laugh at physical uncomeliness or poverty; because>
referring everything to her own little world of
actors and actresses* each and every deformity de-
scribed by the doctor reminded her of some comrade
of the boards^ stamping itself on her mind like a
caricature. Knowing that she herself had a good
figurej she delighted in her own young body as she
pictured to herself all these indignities of the flesh*
With a ringing laugh she crossed the dressing*room
towards the doctor, dragging with her Madame
Michon, who was holding on to her stay-laces as
though they were reinsj with the look of a sorceress
being whisked away to a witches9 sabbath.

" Don't be afraid !" she said.

And she objected that  peasant wome% who